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but the missiles, all indifferently directed, passed over his head ; for they feared to strike the Zaimph. Kecognising this fact, Matho made the veil serve as a shield, holding it first to the right, then to the left; then before, then behind him : thus thwarted, they could imagine no expedient. He walked faster and faster ; finding the street openings all impassable, barred by ropes, chariots, and snares, his attempts to effect egress were balked, and he had ever and anon to retrace his steps ; at length he entered the Square of Khamoun, where the Balearic slingers had perished. Matho stopped, and grew as pallid as death. This time he believed himself lost. The multitude, witnessing his dilemma, clapped their hands with joy.
He ran up to the huge, very high closed gate, which was most formidably constructed of heart of oak sheathed with brass, and studded with iron nails. M?itho sprang with all his might against it; the people stamped their feet, wild with delight at witnessing the impotence of his fury. Then he pulled off his sandal, spat upon it, and struck the immovable panels with it; again the entire concourse of people yelled, forgetting in their transport the veil.
They were about to rush forward to crush him. Matho moved his large vague eyes over the crowd. His temples throbbed giddily; he felt invaded by such enervation as besets a drunken man. All at once he saw dangling the long chain that served to work the lever of the gate. With a fierce bound he grasped, and forcibly pulled the chain, at the same time using his feet as a buttress ; the enormoxis valves, yielding to his mad strength, half-opened.